WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
to give a demonstration. Peregrine Fellowes was O.C. the R.A.F. in
Turkey, and a better comrade-in-arms one could not ask for. He was
always ready to oblige, and we had some very comforting flying in
force and just over the tops of the houses of Constantinople.
The Turks had had a terrible hammering from the R.A.K in
Palestine in 1918, and I believe that those Air Force stunts were
more effective than anything in keeping the Turks quiet till Lausanne
was over.
There were, indeed, plenty of thrills during that year of Lausanne
to give a zest to life, particularly if one was in the early forties. The
work was hard and incessant and the responsibility great, but there
were many compensations. For a diplomat the novelty of co-opera-
tion with a large British Navy and Army was extraordinarily interest-
ing, and it would be idle to pretend that I did not get a considerable
kick out of the pomp-and-vanity side of the position which I held,
thanks to Rumbold's absence. Fortunately my sense of humour
enabled me to laugh at myself and never to be unduly impressed by
my own importance. But it was not unexhilarating when one went
to a military display to be received by the National Anthem on one's
arrival on the ground, to have guards turn out when one went to
Harington's headquarters, and still more so when one went down
the Bosphorus in the Makook from Yenikevy to Constantinople
to meet friends or acquaintances who chanced to come out and
visit one, to return with the High Commissioner's flag flying and
see every British and Allied warship pipe to stations and dress ship as
one passed.
The Makook was a joy in itself. She was an eighty-ton boat with
a crew of seven or eight, and though slow and so flat-bottomed as to
be almost dangerous in any sort of rough weather, she was admirably
suited for short cruises to the Marmora or the Black Sea. Every
Sunday throughout the summer I used to invite twenty or thirty
people to join me on board her for a trip to the Black Sea, where there
were marvellous sand beaches for bathing. There we used to anchor
about ico yards off the shore and swim to the beach, to be followed
by the faithful Osman with tea. If we were farther from the shore
than that, I used to have the boat with the tea follow behind me, lest
I got into difficulties. I was always nervous of water. Luckily I never
did get into trouble, for I feel sure that if I had, Osman, who always
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